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It had seemed funny at the time. It was only two days since
they had left and they had been going to stay a month. They
had shouted at him, but he had not paid any attention to them.
He had thought they must have forgotten something. But
that was it. The war had come. That was why Wilson was
coming back, too. But where was Bentinck?
He wondered if there was enough gas in the Ford to get
them all home.
Wilson had left the mission in the morning with two of the
Masai to guide him. The others and Jan had waited to see
Bentinck buried. War had come in the night. Owen had
come in to tell him. So Bentinck had been right. They were
too late to do anything now. Get back to Olga. Get the stuff to
Prater. He tried to make head or tail of Bentinck's last words:
The Bastards... dynamite... Egypt...
The Masai stalked in single file in front of him.
It was an accident that they had come out onto this valley,
as far as he was concerned. The original plan had been to pass
by von Brandt's... to visit him. But that had been abandoned
with Bentinck3 s death. That they were here now was simply
that it lay on their line of march.
When he had seen the house and kraals, he had recognized
it from Bentinck's description. Then he had seen a woman
running with a white man running after her. The man must
be von Brandt. Then shots. He had not seen where they had
come from till one of the Masai pointed with his spear. Then
he had seen another white man.
Von Brandt had fallen. Wilson had recognized Maria. But
why was she not dressed? And the other man... Sebastian,
Wilson found himself running towards von Brandt. Sebastian
was running. The girl was standing poised with her finger in
her mouth like a child watching. Then she sat down and
looked at her foot.
Von Brandt was no longer moving.  After his fall he had